To'em^ 

teaft windeandmveinamourMon your forme 
Doe tjirong and croud t licmfelves into a florme * 
Put if it be your fate vaftc Sea’s to Love, * 

Of my becalm’d beart»leanic bow to move* 

Move then but in a gentle Lovers pace. 

No wrinckles nor no for ro we s in your face r 
And you fierce winds, ^fee that you tell your tale 
In fueb a breath as may but fill her Saile. 

So whiUt you court her, each your fcveraJI way^ 
You (hall her fafely to herPorc conva’-. 

And lofe her in a noble way of wooing, 

Whilft both contribute to your owne undoing,' 


j!^Skc me no more where iGie beftowes, 
vVhep luTje is pad, the fading Rofe, 
For in your beauties Orient deepe, 

Thcfe flowers as in tf cm Caufes fleepc, 
Askc me no more whether doe ftray , 

The golden Atomes of theday. 

For in pure love heaven did prepare, 
Thofc powders to enrich your hairc, 

Aske me no more whether doth bade. 

The Nightingale when May is pad. 

For in your fwectc dividing throate. 

She winters and keepeswarme her note* 
Aske me no more w here thofedarres light. 
That downwards fall in dead of night. 

For in your eyes they fit, and there, 

Fixed become, as in their Spheare. 


Poems". 

Aske me no more if Ead and Weft, 
The phoenixe builds her fpiced neft. 
For unto you at lad flie flies. 

And in your fragrant bofome dies. 


